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One 


Author's Notes: 
This started off for the challenge, but the muses had other ideas. 


‘lam very excited to see youl" mimicked Andi, laughing as he dropped on the couch next to Weiki. 
Weiki snorted. "He is a little over excited." 
Andi leaned companionably against his shoulder. "| thought he would bounce to us instead of walk." 


Weiki took a long drag on his cigarette, watching the cloud of smoke that puffed from his mouth. "Is like having 
two of you around” 


"L am better now | am older." 


"Yes, you only bounce every other day." 


"Fuck you, Weiki." 

"No thank you, Andi.” 

The two watched Andre chat to a member of Shaaman's crew, his words as animated as his hands, a rapid 
fire of sounds that could have powered a small city. Finishing, he came to join them, standing in front of Andi 
and staring at him with brooding eyes. "Is there anything | can do for you?" 

Andi grinned, tilting his head. "Ah, a beautiful woman, a nice wine and a good cigar?" 

Andre smiled back "Just one woman?" he asked as Weiki snorted. 


Andi shrugged, elbowing Weiki. "I am not greedy, one will do." 


"He is too old to handle more than one," Weiki said, sounding quite bored, "so is best not to tire him out with 


more than that." 


"He looks as if he has plenty of energy." Andre's eyes were nearly a caress as they ran languidly over the 


singer. 

Andi's eyebrows headed for his hair. Any answer he had was cut off when one of the guitar techs came 
looking for Weiki to get him set up and tuned for their appearance, Andi deciding to tag along. Andre watched 
them go, Hugo appearing at his elbow. "Deris?" 

Andre nodded. "He is..." 

Hugo threw his arm around Andre's shoulders. "He is. But is he..2" 

"| don't know," Andre sighed, "but | intend to find out." 

Eagle Fly Free 


A song synonymous with the name Helloween 


Known for soaring vocals, duel guitars and scorching solos, even the drums and bass having their own individual 


moments to take over the stage. 
And it was fun for the fans. 


They were into it too, all of them. Andi and Andre at the front, arms thrown over each others shoulders, 


leaning into one another, Hugo and Weiki facing off, Ricardo shining on the drums and Luis giving the bass solo 


everything he had -- even if Markus would eventually see the footage and grin that he didn't get it quite 
right. And when Weiki puffed out his stomach and made himself look pregnant at the end of the song the fans 
and the guys that shared the stage lost it. 


It was fun. 
It was hot. 


And if anyone noticed that Andre spent a little extra time rubbing against Andi like a large cat, no one thought 
anything of it. 


Even Andi. 


After the show, the crowd of people that filled the dressing room couldn't stop exclaiming over how this would 
be one of the highlights of the forthcoming DVD. The crowd had been insane all right, greeting each song with 
a roar and fueling the band with their energy. Andre was going from group to group, his normally laid back 
demeanor nowhere to be found as he rode the adrenaline that was still pumping through his veins. Eventually, 
he found a lull and sought out their guests, grinning when he saw Andi with a glass of wine in one hand and a 


cigar in the other. 


"Well, you have two!" he laughed, setting himself on the arm of the chair and casually draping himself over 
Andis shoulder, "am | beautiful enough to be three?" 


Andi raised his glass. "Of course! And you will get me in much less trouble with my wife." 
Andre scratched his head, letting a little more of his weight press against Andi. "And why is that?" 


Andi turned to him, one of those killer smiles making the already tight front of Andre's leathers a lot tighter. 


"Because you are not a woman" 

Andre pouted and flipped his hair back over his shoulder. "Not the last time | looked." 

Hugo snorted. "Which knowing him was five minutes ago," he deadpanned on his way by. 

Andre pretended to be offended not only by the remark, but also by the laughter of everyone around him. In 
actuality, he was fighting back the urge to let loose with a triumphant shout. He was firmly entrenched against 
a very relaxed Andi, who didn't seem to be the least bit bothered that Andre's crotch was on display at eye 


level every time he turned his head. 


Things were looking promising. 


A couple hours later they weren't looking as good. 


Andre was running out of ideas on how to get Helloween's singer alone. It seemed like everything he tried was 
thwarted by a well meaning bandmate, either one of his or Weiki. Desperate, he enlisted Hugo's help, begging 


him to run interference while he tried the last idea he had. 


Literally begging. And pleading. And even though he laughed, Hugo agreed to help, and wandered over to engage 


Weiki in conversation. 

"Andi, do you think | could talk with you alone?" 

Andi turned somewhat unfocused eyes to him. "Sure, Andre. Is something wrong?" 

Andre nodded, not even having to try to look miserable. "There is. But can we go someplace quieter?" 


Andre had a momentary pang of conscience at the genuine concern on Andi's face. "We can. Where?" Andre 
shrugged, casting his mind about for a suitable place. He was saved by Andi when he grinned. "We can go back 


to the hotel." 


"We can. Thanks, Andi." Andre waited while Andi let Weiki know where he was going, the lanky guitarist nodding 
absentmindedly, too engrossed in his discussion of Mac versus PC to really pay attention Andre took Andi's 
hand, doing a mental happy dance when Andi didn't pull away, the two of them piling into a taxi and heading for 
the much more intimate setting. 


Things were back on track. 


Andi flipped on the light, standing back and letting Andre past him, grinning as the kid shook his head and 


whistled at the opulence of the room. "This is nice." 


Is a place to sleep." Andi shrugged off his jacket and tossed it on the chair, going to the mini fridge and taking 
a look at what it had to offer. "Beer?" 


"Sure" Andre rid himself of his jacket as well, stretching his arms high above his head and closing his eyes, 
putting himself on display. Cracking an eye, he fought back the grin as he caught Andi looking him over. Andi 
brought him the beer, passing it over and going to the bed, taking a seat with his back against the headboard 
and stretching his legs out, lazily toeing off his shoes and reaching for the remote. 


Andre joined him, sitting primly on the other side of the bed and kicking off his shoes as well, opening his beer 
and appearing to look everywhere but at the blonde next to him, the whole time sneaking sideways glances. He 


was so occupied with not looking interested, he jumped and spilled his beer down his chin when Andi spoke. 


"So what did you want to talk to me about?" 
Andre wiped his chin with the back of his hand. "Ah, | was wondering if you..well..” 
Andi reached over and patted his thigh. ‘Is ok. You can ask me anything.’ 


Andre bit back the groan. And the question that popped into his mind. "Have you ever..?" Andre blushed. This 
was far more difficult than he thought it would be. 


Andi srickered. "| have." 
Andre nearly fell off the bed. "You have?" 


Andi shrugged. "Well, | do not know to be sure, because you have not really asked. Andre, just say it, you will 
not offend me." 


Andre sat up and crossed his legs, scraping the label on the bottle with his nail. "Andi, | was.:fuck!" The beer 

was suddenly everywhere, the condensation making the bottle slippery, and combined with his nervousness he 
ended up with it sliding from his hand, pouring out over his leathers and the bed. Jumping to his feet, Andre 
looked frantically around for something to dry the liquid from the bed. With a muttered string of curses, he 
pulled his shirt off, dabbing at the bed, apologizing to Andi nonstop. 

‘lam sorry! | can't believe | am so clumsy and now it is all over your bed!" 


Andi laughed, getting up and pulling the bedspread off. "Andre, relax. It did not soak through. See?" 


Andre let out a relieved sigh. "Good" He groaned, realizing his shirt was a stinking balled up mess in his hand. 


"This it did soak" 

"Go rinse it out and hang it over the shower. And you should clean off those pants as well” 
Andre gave him a rueful grin. "I stink of it too. | am sorry, Andi.” 

Andi shrugged, retaking his seat. "Take a shower." 

"Really?" 


Andi rolled his eyes but he was smiling. "Really. And then you can have another beer if you promise not to spill 


it” 
Andre grinned back. "I will do my best" 


Opportunity is a funny thing. Andre had just stepped out of the shower, wrapping his hair in a towel and using 
a second to give his body a brisk rub. Picking up his pants, he wrinkled his nose, the smell of beer still strong. 
And then it struck him. Taking the towel off his hair, he dried it as best he could, flipping it back and taking 
the damp towels and hanging them over the tub. Grabbing a fresh one, he wrapped it around his waist and 
took a deep breath. 

Now or never. 

Turning the knob, he pulled open the door and rejoined Andi. 


Andi flashed him a smile, seeming oblivious to the fact he was only wearing a towel. "Better?" 


"Much, thanks." Andre took the offered beer, walking around the bed to sit back down. "I did not want to put 
the pants back on yet. They smell of beer" 


"I do not blame you." Andi was watching the television, his beer sitting on his crotch, one hand curled round 


the bottle, the other laying on the bed between them. "So, are you ready to ask me?" 


Andre figured if nothing else, including having a nearly naked man in bed next to you, had bothered Andi, he 


may as well get it over with. "Have you ever been asked to have sex by a man?" 

Andi snorted. "Of course." 

Andre's hopes sank. Hard. "Oh." 

Andi shrugged, letting his head roll until he was looking at Andre. "Why? Has someone asked you?" 
Andre nearly sighed in relief at the out. "Yes." 

"Do not do anything you do not want to, Andre." 

| won't" Andre didn't say anything for a few moments. "Did you say yes?" he suddenly blurted. 
Andi sat up and turned to face him, a slight frown on his face. "I am married, remember?" 

"Yes, | remember." 

Andi sighed. "Andre, what is this about?" 


Andre wanted to crawl under the bed. He could feel the heat in his face and he knew he had to be blushing. "l 


was just wondering $f... 


"Do not lie to me. Are you asking me to have sex with you?" 

That was it. Forget hiding, just let the lightning come and strike him down. 

"Andre?" 

He wanted to answer, he just wasn't sure what to say. 

"Andre!" 
"Yeslwasaskingyoutohavesexwithmel'msorryl'lljustgonowandpleaseforgivemelwon'tbotheryouagain." 
Nothing. 

Silence. 

Andre couldn't look. 

"Andre." Andi's voice was surprisingly gentle. "What makes you think | would be interested in that?" 
Andre shrugged, still unable to look at him. "I was hoping is all. I'm sorry." 

"I am flattered, but..." 

"| will go." 

"Andre," Andi placed his hand on his arm, "is ok, you do not have to leave." 

"| feel so stupid." 

"Why? You are young and very handsome, | am flattered you would want an old man like me." 


Now Andre did look, his own face unable to stop the grin when he saw the smile on Andis. "You are not old. 


You are beautiful." 


Andi giggled. “Tell that to the rest when | am snarling from my bed when we reach a border and they wake 


me. 
Andre sighed. "Can | have another beer?" 


Andi bumped him gently with his shoulder. "Only if you get me one too." 


Andre lost track of how many beers ago that was. They were sprawled on the bed, laughing at -- of all things 
-- a cartoon of the Smurfs on the television, he still clad in his towel, Andi stripped down to his jeans, the 
button popped open, both of them completely relaxed and at ease. 


Of course, he was having to sit somewhat hunched over to hide the fact his cock was in a state of semi 


hardness, refusing to go completely down ever since Andi had stripped off his shirt and popped that button 
And now they were deep in a discussion of the reasons for one female to a thousand male Smurfs. 

"No way! Is because some of them were gay!" 

Andi snorted beer, sending a cascade of foam down his chest. "No no! Is because they took turns!" 

"She would be dead! Or things would fall out because everything would be so stretched!" 

This time Andi didn't even get the beer to his mouth, pouring it straight down his torso as he howled. Cursing 
between giggles, he looked for something to wipe himself off with. "Now look what you made me do! Give me 
that towell" Andi snatched at the towel around his waist, Andre forgetting that it was all he had on and letting 
Andi roll him out of it. 


Andi didn't notice at first, he was too busy wiping his face. "| should make you lick it of fl" 


If nothing else penetrated the fog of beer that was snugly cuddling his brain, that did. And Andre wasn't about 
to pass it up. 


Andi found himself pushed back to lie flat, his eyebrows charging up toward his hair as Andre leaned over him, 
lowering his head and extending his tongue. The first rasp over his chest made Andi hiss, his skin moving as 
the muscles jumped. A second lick, this one long and going from ribs to throat and he made a strangled sound. 
A third lick, this one swiping over his nipple and ripping a groan from deep in his chest. Slowly, making sure to 
get every drop, Andre lapped at his skin, Andi's eyes hooded as he watched. When the last bit was gone, Andre 
raised his head, meeting Andi's eyes. 

Silence. 

Stretching for seconds that seemed like hours. 

Neither one even seeming to breathe. 


And then Andi tipped the bottle, pouring more beer on his skin. 


With a moan, Andre went back to work Only this time he didn't stop when the beer was gore. 


Deft fingers undid the zipper of Andi's jeans, spreading the denim, Andre's tongue tracing the line of hair down 
as he tugged at the jeans. Andi lifted his hips, letting Andre slide them down his thighs, exposing his half hard 
cock. With a low groan, Andre curled his tongue round the head and sucked it into his mouth, Andis long, shaky 


exhalation of breath his only reaction. 


Andre was determined to make this perfect, or at least so good that Andi would have no choice but to 
continue. Sitting up, he pulled the jeans the rest of the way off, tossing them over the side of the bed and 
laying on his side between Andi's legs, his upper body draped over Andi's thigh. Taking Andi's cock in his hand, 
he bent to it, giving a long lick over the tip, his fingers flexing around the shaft as he blew a stream of air 
over the head. Andi shuddered, his breath catching. 


And then Andre took him back in his mouth. 


Andi lifted his head, watching as more of his rapidly stiffening cock disappeared into that eager mouth, those 
full lips clinging to the flesh as the shaft vanished between them. Andre's tongue darted everywhere; lapping, 
dancing around the underside and flattening to cup the thick vein as he dragged his mouth up to carefully bite 
the ridge, sending Andi bucking upwards with a sharp grunt. Andre lifted his head, holding Andi's cock with his 
thumb and forefinger around the base and using the tip of his tongue to trace the veins and ridges, his eyes 
never lowering as he tasted and teased every bit of that velvet skin from base to tip, poking the slit and 
letting out a quiet laugh when Andi cursed and flopped back on the bed. 


He was right back up on his elbows when Andre sucked him deep again, his hand petting Andre's hair, watching 
through the blonde fringe as Andre lifted slowly, taking him to the root again with a fast, hard suck, another 
slow withdrawal, over and over until Andi's hips rose to meet him, his hand no longer stroking but instead 


holding him firm as he began fucking Andre's mouth. 


Feeling the telltale signs as Andi's cock swelled in his mouth, Andre pulled away, ignoring the grumbled curses in 
a mixture of German and English. Shifting further down, he licked Andi's balls, opening his mouth wide to take 
one inside and sucking gently, rolling it on his tongue, reaching down to fist his cock as he playfully bounced the 
orb on his tongue. And just when Andi was sure he couldn't take anymore, Andre let it fall from his mouth and 
turned to the other, taking it in and repeating the pleasurable assault. 


Releasing Andi's ball, Andre caught the skin of the sac between his lips, tugging carefully, letting it go and with 
a long lick going straight up the sac and continuing up the underside of the shaft, tapping the head with the tip 
of his tongue and then crawling upwards, his mouth making a meandering path across Andis stomach and 
chest, stopping to lave each nipple and give a nip and a suck, higher until he could trace the wild beating pulse 
up his throat and over his chin, his cock pressed against Andis, his face hovering right over top, eyes slightly 


unsure as he waited with swollen lips... 


And then Andi raised his head to meet him, opening his mouth to accept Andre's tongue and returning the 
heated kiss, his hands stroking Andre's back, fingers digging in and pulling him closer as their groins pressed 
together. Andre felt himself being turned, his back on the mattress as Andi rolled him over and took control of 
the kiss, their tongues dueling, Andi's hand sweeping down Andre's side, fingers ghosting over his hip and 


moving closer to his groin 


Andre was getting dizzy, not only from the lack of air as Andi didn't let up on the kiss, but from the hand 
that moved closer, the first brush of fingers over his cock making him squirm and moan, his hands clutching 


at Andis shoulders as his hips thrust up, seeking more of the touch. 


Tentative fingers curled lightly around him, Andis grip so loose that his fist was more of a tickle than a 
stroke, Andre whimpering into his mouth, begging for him to tighten his hand, to close his fingers around him. 
Andi seemed clueless as to the torture he was putting him through, continuing with the slow, dragging kisses, 
barely giving Andre a chance to snatch a breath before capturing his mouth again. Finally, he could take it no 
more, ripping his mouth free and gasping, his eyes rolled back as he drove himself through the relaxed hold. 


"Fuck me," he moaned, his head flipping from side to side, "please Andi!" 
Andi raised his head. "Do we need..?" 


Andre nodded, reluctantly getting up from the bed and going to the bathroom to hunt through his pants. 
Returning, he stopped in the doorway and moaned aloud. Andi had rolled onto his back and was fisting his cock, 
his eyes half closed. Andre stumbled back to the bed, climbing up beside Andi and opening the lube with shaking 
hands. Andi sat up, guiding Andre onto his back and taking the lube, pouring some onto his fingers and grinning. 
"Cold" Blowing on the slick fluid, he moved around until he was kneeling between Andre's legs. Andre grabbed 
the back of his thighs and pulled his knees toward his chest, rolling his hips up and exposing himself for Andi. 


He closed his eyes, biting his lip when Andi shoved a finger inside him, unable to stop the small whimper as he 
was roughly spread. 


"Sorry," Andi whispered, stroking Andre's stomach. 


"Is ok," Andre opened his eyes, biting his lip and clenching around the slow thrusting digit. Andi added another, 
more carefully this time, watching as Andre's head tipped back, his throat moving as he swallowed. "Turn and 
ah!" Andi felt a ridge under his fingers, the contact making Andre clamp down around him, his eyes squeezing 


shut again. "More! Please!" 


Andi grinned, easing his fingers out and retrieving the lube, pouring more into his hand and spreading it over 
his cock. Up on his knees, he rested the tip against the ring, leaning his weight forward and watching as it 
spread open around him, allowing the head to slip inside. Andre groaned, pulling his knees higher, his fingers 
digging into the backs of his thighs as Andi pushed, part of the shaft now buried, drawing back a bit and then 


another slow thrust, each time pressing deeper until his balls were flush against Andre. 
Andre's legs came around him, his eyes open and locked with Andi's. 


Slow pull, exposing the shaft until only the head stayed inside and then a steady push, sheathing himself back in 
that incredible heat, the walls soft even as they gripped him in an attempt to hold his cock immobile, Andre's 


hips rising to meet him. Unhurried, enjoying and experiencing the sensations and feelings of Andre's body, Andi 
gritted his teeth to keep the pace slow and steady. Andre craned himself upwards, wanting to feel that hot 
mouth devouring him as the thick cock filled his ass, moaning into each others mouths as Andi's strokes 
gradually speeded up, his balls slapping against Andre, the warmth becoming a burning heat that sheathed his 
cock in grasping, convulsing walls, pleas for Andi to fuck him, fuck him harder spurring him on, sweat rising on 


their skin, bodies slipping and sliding together. 


Everything focused on the pleasure of their bodies, minds wrapped in a haze that spread down their spines and 
radiated out through the limbs, swirling into flashes and pinpoints of color that sparked through straining 
muscles, groans and grunts caught and held in needy kisses as they pounded against each other, driving higher 
and higher as the room filled with the sounds and smells of sweat and sex, Andi's hand now wrapped around 
Andre's cock, wanking him hard, fingers twisting and flexing as his cock pounded his ass, each stroke bringing 
them closer and closer until Andre arched up, colors exploding in his mind as his come splashed between them, 
wet sticky heat that clung to their skin, Andis cry joining his as his smooth strokes became frantic jerks, his 
seed firing into Andre's ass, his vision blurred with a kaleidoscope of color until with a last shudder he 
collapsed, crashing down on Andre, both men panting and trembling with the last twitches of orgasm, unable to 
move, unable to think, lost in the void of sated relief. 


Finally, with a will of effort that took the last bit of energy he had, Andi lifted himself, rolling to flop beside 


Andre, turning his head to grin at the sleepy brown eyes that sought his. Andre fumbled for Andi's hand, 
fingers curling together as they both drifted off. 


"Where have you been?" Andre flopped down on the seat, letting out a yip and shifting. Hugo rolled his eyes. 


"Never mind. | think | know." 
"It was incredible." Andre leaned his head back and closed his eyes. "Thank you for distracting Weiki." 


Hugo snorted. "You were gone maybe five minutes and he looked around and snorted and said ‘| see Andi got his 


way'." 
"Wha?" Andre sat up, forgetting still tender areas. 


Hugo grinned. "You seduced a man who came to seduce you." 


Andre groaned, letting his head fall against the back of the seat. "Figures. | go through all that and all | had to 


do was just say Andi fuck me." 
"Yeah." 


Andre grinned, letting his head roll to the side. "Next time I'll know." 


Hugo nodded. "Next time you will” 

Still drying his hair, Andi opened the door, grinning and stepping back to allow Weiki to enter. "Good morning!" 
Weiki snorted, blowing a stream of smoke out his nose. "| am guessing things went as planned?" 

Andi dropped onto the bed, enthusiastically toweling his hair. "Was funny, he thought | was not interested." 
Weiki took a seat in the chair, stretching long legs out in front of him. "He did?" 

Andi nodded, leaving the towel draped over his head, his eyes as full of laughter as his smile. "He seduced me." 
Weiki snorted again. "Andi, is not like he had to." 


"| know!" Andi giggled, getting up and crossing to plop himself on Weiki's lap, waving his hand at the usual 
complaint of crushed balls. "I let him though. Was like he was seducing someone who is straight." 


Weiki snortgiggled. "Ah, yes, the second biggest slut in Power Metal needs to be seduced because he is 
straight." 


Andi tried to use the Puppy Eyes and the Deris Pout of Doom but burst out laughing. "Maybe we should 


introduce him to number one." 

Weiki groaned and covered his eyes. "And now they are bleeding with that image." 

Andi jumped up and tossed the towel onto the bed. "And with that, are we ready to go home?" 
Weiki raised an eyebrow. "Is no one else you want to be seduced by?" 


Andi shrugged into his jacket and grabbed his bag, going to the door and waiting for Weiki to join him, his face 
thoughtful. "Well, Hugo's pretty hot..." 


Yanking open the door, he took off for the elevator, laughing. Weiki rolled his eyes, an indulgent smile on his 


face. Life with Andi was certainly never dull. 


